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slowly 
stooped and! Kissed 
her lips move as if ip prayer. 


the last sad rite is over, 


Ps 
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Hath left a token there, 
For o’er a heart now silent, clasped in a hand so 


fair, 
Is @ bunch of apple blossoms and a tress of golden 
hair. 


For the Maine Farmer. 
The Beauty of Autumn Past. 


The beauty oi autumn Is past and gone, 
And cold, dreary days are hastening on ; 
The lovely flowers are withered now, 
And the shade tree stands with leafless bough. 
Groves were seen like a beautiful wreath, 
On nd is strewn each fallen leaf, 
And the fle! 
With a faded, yellowish brown are seen. 
The little birds have taken their flight 
To other lands, more warm and bright, 
The beauty of autumn is past and gone, 
And wintry days are fast a og | on. 
Corinna. Mrs. H. SIMPSON. 


Our Story Teller. 











The Farmer's Wife at St. Fiacre. 


[CONCLUDED FROM LAST WEEK. } 
IV. 

The afternoon sun streams over Mme. 
Kerroh, as she lies motionless as ever on 
the bed beneath the window; but her face 
has no longer a still aspect, and her feeble 
voice sounds shrill. Jehan Kerroh stands 
beside her, listening with a sheepish look 
on his rough face. 

“She is bad and wicked,” the old woman 
says; ‘‘bad and wicked; it was an evil day 
I brought here.” 

Her son has stood listening, his face 
slightly flushed, while his mother repeats 
over and over again the scene she has 
witnessed between Marie and the young 
soldier. Jehan looks sad, but not angry; 
he is evidently thinking; at last he holds 
up his hand— 

‘Peace, mother; wicked is not a fit word 
for Marie; how could she poor child help 
it; and could Georges know at once that 
she was married to me?” 

Above all things Jehan Kerroh is just, 
and he has known Georges Guengat and 
his own Marie since they were children. 
He can trust them both. 

**Mother,” he looks very sternly into the 
pale watery eyes that are fixed so angrily 
on him, ‘‘can you suppose that Marie loves 
me as she loved Georges? What is there 
in me for a beautiful young girl to love, | 
ask you?” 

“Bah!” the old woman’s crooked fingers 
feebly clench together as if she would like 
to act the claws they so much resemble. 
“Bah!” she repeated in broken words, 
“gee what you have given her, Jehan—a 
home, and a servant to do the work, plenty 
of clothes, and good food every ays I 
should like to see how she would have 
fared with Ursule Guengat; rags and a 
crust of bread would have been her por- 
tion.” 

“Silence !”’ he says, for he sees that the 
door which leads into the cowhouse is 
opening, and he does not want Marie to 
hear his mother’s bitter words. 

He has not seen his wife since his return 
half an hour ago; his mother has kept him 
beside her while she has poured out her 
angry story. 

“Yes, mother, you must be silent;” he 
bends over the bed, so that no one else may 
hear his words. “I have listened to you, 
and now I will listen to Marie; and though 

ou are my mother, you must not meddle 

tween us.” 

The slight figure on the bed seems to 
shrink into yet smaller space under her 
son’s rebuking eyes; she does not answer. 

Marie gives a frightened glance at her 
husband, as she comes up to him timidly. 
But though his heart aches at the sight of 
her wan face and sunken eyes, he does not 
offer to kiss her. He sees that she shrinks 
from him. 

“My child,” he says kindly, “come and 
sit beside me on the bench.” 

The bench is beside the open hearth, at 
some distance from the window recess in 
which Madame Kerroh’s bed is placed. It 
is impossible that she can either see or hear 
what passes between the farmer and his 


e. 
Marie has been dreading this moment, 
but now that it has come fear seems to be 
leaving her. As she seats herself beside 
her husband she wishes that he would kill 
her at once, and so end her —.. 
The old woman, lying on the there, 
in that wo- 
fora slighter 


has told her over and over 
men have been beaten to dea’ 
offense than hers. 

She tries to speak, to tell her husband 
how much she has sinned against him, but 
her tongue is powerless. Her eyes are 
fixed on the ground, and Jehan sees how 
swollen are her eyelids; but Marie cannot 
see the tenderness in her husband's blue 
eyes. 

Before he — he draws one rough 
hand across his eyes, and gulps down 
something in his “How 
young she is!” he thinks, “and I—well, I 
may live for thirty years yet.” ‘“‘My child,” 
he says at last, for sees that Marie will 
not break the silence, you have had a 
trouble since I went away.” 

Marie rises and stands a him. ‘Yes, 
I want to tell you;” she presses her hands 
together. “I am not fit to be your wife—I 
love Georges still—let me go away from 
here—I cannot stay with you. Let me go.” 
She clasps her hands imploringly, and her 
voice sounds like a wail. 

Her husband does not answer her; she 
looks at him ; his calm surprises her. 

“Let me go,” she says impatiently, “I 
am too bad to stay here; you ought to 
punish me for my sin.” 

“Your sin, my child?” there is such genu- 
ine wonder fn his voice, such a sad calm in 
. his eyes, that she is silent, ashamed of her 
own vehemence. 

He put his hand on her arm, and makes 
her sit down in beside him. 
he says, “‘you have not sinned. 
my child, that if te had warnin 
hand, you and Georges would have met 
differently. You have only met once?” 
He waits, then, as she bends her head in 
assent. ‘Well, then, it is over, Marie. 
shall say no more about it, and soon you 
will have a little comforter, you know.” 

Marie bas clasped her hands over her 


yes. 
“No, no!” she says wildly. I will go 
away. Iam not fit to be here. Your 

rsays I am wicked, and so I am. 
Jehan, how can you wish to keep me here, 
when every moment I tae WP yeas were 
another man?” She gets up walks to 
and fro in passionate despair. 

A deep red mounts to Jehan's forehead. 
He does not know how to deal with Marie; 
she seems to him bewitched, so utterly 
changed from the sweet unselfish girl he 
left behind him only four days ago. But 
he will make one more appeal. 

“Marie,” he says gravely, “I have not 
chan toward you.” en the strong 
love he has for his wife—love which is sh 
as a girl’s—bursts forth, and the poor fel- 
low’s voice sounds harsh and broken. “God 
knows, child, how much I wish this mar- 

between us had been left undone; it 
would then have been only I who should 
have suffered; but, Marie,” he looks at her, 
for the stra: of his voice has made 
her pause re him, “I would give much 
to see you y-” He tries to say this 
calmly; he has a feeling that he, a 
man, double Marie’s age, must seem 
unreal and absurd to the young ardent 
creature; he feels, too, a sort of shame in 
forward his love as holding an 
claim on her, for she must despise it beside 
that of Georges. 
feeling of bis first words 
girl’s heart; she 


airy throat. 


Has made 
han, who has always been kind to her, un- 
pas, OM How grey he ee different 
from et it agains! 
that she has sinned.” bess 


“If I could set you free, my 
” he says, ‘but it is »seless 
- I will save 
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~1 a friendly smile. 


Georges. Marie believed that he 

quitted St. Fiacre, but she could not bear to 
see his mother just yet. She had never 
made a confidante of Ursule, because she 


rried, to Georges; but she had always 
had a clinging fondness for the stern, dark- 
eyed woman, and the fondness had deep- 
ened because she dared not show it. Mme. 
Kerroh had always resented any mention of 
Ursule Guengat. 

Now, as Marie took her way mechanical! 

to the fountain, it occurred to her that this 


meet her when she went there to draw 
water for Mme. Kerroh. The fountain was 
in a lane on one side of the road; the stone 
steps leading down to it were moss-grown 
and worn with the constant trickle of the 
water; a girl with two full pails and her 
tticoats tucked up showing bare le -s and 
eet was coming up the old steps, slopping 
the water out of the pails on either side. 
“Good evening, Marie,” she said; she 
was an old acquaintance, and she gave her 
“That old witch Ursule 
is below, and she has a temper like a bon- 
fire to-day; it blazes.” She broke into a 
laugh at her own wit, and hurried on, 
splashing Marie's ankles as she passed. 
Marie had no fear of Ursule. ‘They had 
been very good friends since her marriage, 
and the old woman always told her she had 
made a wise choice. She quickened her 
steps. She so longed to hear his mother 
speak of Georges. 
‘It is the last time,” she pleaded to her- 
self, for she had vowed not to think of him. 
“I only want to know what has ener ll 
The block of stone behind the spring was 
wreathed with blackberry arms, and ivy 
had climbed over the low stone wall round 
the little square in which the fountain 
stood. It made a striking picture with the 
tall weird woman bending to fill her high 
red pitcher. 
She looked quickly round as Marie sat 
down her brass jug against a stone. Ur- 
sule’s pitcher fell, and the water which had 
filled it flowed into a pool at her feet. 
Marie was surprised, for Ursule was 
singularly deft. ‘I'he girl stooped over the 


itcher. 

“I will fill it for you, mother,” she said 
kindly. 

Ursule pushed her roughly away. 

“I have cursed you,” she said; ‘‘do not 
touch my pitcher; you curse all you touch 
now.” 

Marie drew back shuddering, she grew 
white with horror, there was such malice 
in the woman's cold voice. 

“Why should you curse me?” she said; 
“T have done you no harm.” 

Ursule’s passion broke loose; she longed 
to strike the defenseless creature, but a dim 
feeling that it would anger Georges re- 
strained her. 

“Is itno harm to rob a mother of her 
child?” There was such a cruel ring in 
her words that Marie shrank as if she had 
been struck. ‘Yes, madame, I shall never 
see my boy again; he has gone perhaps to 
his death. You have made St. Fiacre hate- 
ful to him, you in whom he believed as he 
believed in the Holy Virgin herself.” 

Marie soon, growing whiter and whiter, 
while Ursule turned to the fountain and 
began to fillher pitcher again. At last the 
girl’s pale lips faltered out: 

“Did Georges curse me?” 

It seemed as if her son’s name made Ur- 
sule frantic. She sat down her pitcher, and 
stretching out one long bony arm toward 
Marie, she shook her fist menacingly. 
“And you told Georges you loved him, 
and you can ask that of him who never 
spake a harsh word to man or woman 
either; you are not content to break his 
heart and blight his life, but you try to in- 
jure his good name. But this is folly. 
What can be expected of a girl who has 
sold herself that she may have ease and 
comfort, while she loves another man? 
You are no better, Marie, than one of the 
fallen ye in the refuge; not so good, for 
they did not sell themselves for money at 
the beginning. No, most of them have 
loved only too well. 

Marie clasped her hands. 

‘Have some pity!” she said; I know how 
wicked I am.” The tone went to Ursule’s 
heart, but she hardened herself; she rose 
up, placed the pitcher on her head. and 
once more she stretched out her lean fingers 
toward Marie. 

“The curse has been spoken,” she said, 
“I cannot undo it if I willed, and I do not 
will. You have made mé a childless 
mother, you have made Georges a home- 
less wanderer, and = ask for mercy? you 
seek to go unpunished? No, you are ac- 
cused.” 

She spoke solemnly, and turning slowly 
away she mounted the steps with the 
pitcher on her head. When she reached 
the top she looked round, shook her hand 
angrily at the stricken girl, and went swiftly 
out of sight. 

VI. 

Gray yo light falls on the bed be- 
neath the farmhouse window, but it does 
not fall on the motionless figure of Madame 
Kerroh. Her son has lifted her on to one 
of the box-beds fixed in the wall, and Marie, 

le as a snow-drop, and to all seeming 
ifeless, lies in the place of the old woman. 

Beside the hearth, the doctor, a kindly- 

faced, slender man is talking to Jehan 
Kerroh. 
“There is no hope my friend. There 
has been a severe shock to the system, and 
then your mother says there was a fall two 
days ago; it is very sad, but these things 
happen now and then.” And then, after 
more talk and some directions, the doctor 
bustles out, shivering as he feels the fresh 
morning air, for he has spent the night at 
the farmhouse beside r Marie's bed, and 
now, mounting his high gig, he drives 
back to Quimperie. 

Jehan stands where the doctor has left 
him; he has not taken in his words—those 
two, “tno hope,” have dazed his senses. 
He looks at a little white bundle lying on 
one of the chests, and sighs over his dead 
hopes. Only for an instant; next moment 
he is bending over Marie. 

“We have murdered her among us, the 
sweet girl,” he murmurs; and he stands 
waiting in the hope that the eyes may once 
more unclose. 

Many times the feeble, shrill voice of his 
mother asks for news, but it gets no 
answer; once, when it repeats its question 
querulously, Jehan turns his head. 

“Hush, my mother,” he says, “‘be patient ; 
soon enough I shall have time for you.” 

The gray light is changing, and soon the 

Id sunshine streaming in, fills the long, 
low room, and chases away the cold morn- 
i leams. 

farmer stands in his dumb. sorrow 
gazing at his wife. 

He so longs to tell Marie how he loves 
her, that but to keep her in life he would 
forego even the sight of-her dear face; but 
for worlds he would not so disturb her; 
he would not cause the slightest agitation 
to her parting soul. 

‘*And besides,” the poor fellow thinks, 
“my love isof no account to Marie—how 
could it be otherwise ?—it only wearies her ; 
best keep it to myself.” 

These and the like thoughts fill his mind 
as he stands gazing at the pale, still face, 
though not so coherently expressed, for 
need Jehan can only feel just now; he can 

t grope after thought. As the flood of 
sunshine falls on her face, Marie’s eyes 


open. 
They wander round with a strange, 
ouuned a ee, and then they rest on 


hus! 


doctor; and soon revived by what Jehan 
gives her, Marie smiles faintly at him and 
asks for her baby. 
Poor Jehan struggles to speak calmly. 
Pe shall see it soon, my beloved; it 
8 4 
arie tries to stretch out her hand to her 
= but she is too feeble. 





was just the time when Ursule used to |= 




















she has yet more to say. 
—the voice is so weak, the ut- 


sure that he 

the sinner all Pe: ane : 

to marry you. you far more 
wro' then Georges—and he gave me 
hatred * * * and you goodness and love— 
not one reproach.” 

Yes, he thinks that was the last word— 
a long shuddering sigh follows—her eyes 
close, a smile is on her lips, but all is still. 

“Marie! Marie, good child, too good for 
me!” 7-s* 

And then, as he sees that she no 
hears him, he bursts into sobs. * * 

The farmer had sunk down beside the 
bed in his agony, and when the Cure en- 
tered he found Jehan still kneeling, his 
head bent upon the hand of his dead wife. 

Choice Miscellany. 

For the Maine Farmer. 
The Changing Seasons. 

How beautiful is nature exemplified in 
the variety of the changing seasons. If we 
had never had but one long summer day 
the year round, and had never-afown any- 
thing of the fading autumn and the cold, 
snowy winter, of course we should never 
miss the pleasant variety which we now 
enjoy; but these pleasant changes most ver- 
tainly open a great source of gratification 
tous. Let us reflect upon the beauty of the 
changing year, and the instruction which 
each season brings. In the sweet spring 
time the grass has lost all that dried and 
withered look which it had a little while 
before, and appears fresh and green. Every 
little blade is erect and fresh, and the dew- 
drops that cover them in the morning, 
sparkling in the sun, seem so many smiles 
of joy from the earth to her creator. A lit- 
tle while ago everything appeared dead. 


longer 
* 





The limbs seemed hard and dry and to have | ¢ 


no life in them, and now they are covered 
with delicate young leaves. Because we 
see this every year, we have ceased to be 
surprised at it, but still it affords us great 
enjoyment. Gradually ere we are aware of 
it, the summer has burst npon usin all its 
beauty. Now the delicate vines are hang- 
ing over the treesand climbing up the sides 
of the house. ‘The birds are everywhere 
from morning till night singing their joy- 
ous songs. What is more beautiful than a 
summer shower; and after the rain is over 
how bright the pearly clouds look con- 
trasted with the dark blue sky. The sun 
bursts forth and sheds his giaddening rays 
over the dewy fields. ‘The airis soft and 
balmy. The flowers expand their dewy 
leaves and send forth odors, as if to show 
their gratitude. And if we listen, we can 
plainly hear the murmur of yon little 
stream with its fresh supply gliding gentiy 
over its rocky path; and the little birds, 
too, seem rejoiced, and perched upon some 
neighboring tree pour forth their songs of 
praise and gratitude; and all nature with 
new delight seems to praise the Giver of all 
good for so great blessings. And does not 
this remind us that we, too, should praise 
God who gives us every good and perfect 
gift that we enjoy. Now all this summer 
light and joy was given for something else 
than mere animal enjoyment. I think it 
was intended to make us long for that sum- 
mer of eternity which shall never fade. 

Autumn now comes. and with it more se- 
rious thoughts of this life and another. 
There is no more of that bright and bril- 
liant coloring of the earlier seasons, no 
more of the delicious odor of the flowers 
which bloomed everywhere around us. 
Nature has put on her more sober gar- 
ments, and makes us think of the time 
when we shall lay aside ours entirely-and 
lie down to sleep the sleep of death. The 
rustling of the leaves beneath our feet has 
a melancholy sound, that seems to say we 
all do fade as a leaf. And when they hang 
so loosely that the wind wafts them from 
the branches to our feet, how plainly are 
we taught that by just as slight a thread do 
we hold this life. And just as unnoticed 
by the world do we drop into our graves as 
those withered leaves fall at our feet. 

Now comes the cold winter with its short 
days and deep snows. Every little sum- 
mer bird and bee has flown away to its hid- 
ing place which God has provided for it; 
and the little forest animals are safe in their 
warm homes. Winter has its pleasures as 
well as other seasons. We can sit around 
a warm fire in a comfortable room, and the 
evenings give usa good time for reading 
and study. Soon the winter of age will 
rest on us. By carefully studying each 
changing season, we can learn many use- 
ful lessons which no doubt the Creator in- 
tended for us to do. ANNA TUCKER. 


In War Time. 


INSANE HOSPITAL, ) 
AueustTa, ME., Sept. 20, 1886. f 

My Dear Mother: 1 herewith enclose you 
an account of an occurrence in Virginia 
during the war time, in obedience to your 
wish to write you something about the war. 
In the month of June, or it might have 
been July, 1864, the part of my regiment 
to which I was attached, were in camp at 
City Point, Va., on the James River, in 
which stream our men were in the habit of 
bathing; and one day I was in bathing 
about a mile above City Point, west of it, 
when there were at least five or six hun- 
dred men bathing there beside myself. 
We were at a part of the river where the 
banks were high bluffs on both sides, and 
on top of the bluffs on the side of the river 
where we were in bathing, almost directly 
above us, was a camp of U. 8. colored 
troops, with a steep road leading to it from 
the river shore where we were to the top 
of the bluff. This road was cut into the 
bluff, and was so steep as to remind one of 
going up stairs. «Among the bathers were 
quite a number of colored soldiers. 

A small steam tug, employed in carrying 
despatches up and down the river by the 
Union forces, was passing along as we 
were bathing, on its way from some point 
up the river down towards City Point, and 
had got about opposite to us in the river, 
when the Confederates ran up two field 
pieces (2annons) on the opposite side of 
the river, and opened fire on the little de- 
spatch boat. At this point the width ot 
the river was about one mile, with the tug 
boat in mid stream. From where we were, 
we could see the splash of the water as th: 
shot struck around the boat. Instead of 
being intimidated by the sudden attack, 
those on board the little boat immediately 
ran up the stars and stripes on the flag 
staff at the stern, althou, incapable of 
showing resistance or defiance in any 
other minner. Finally she passed safely 
out of range. ' 

The bathers had been interested specta- 
tors of this transaction, and of course were 

lad that the little boat had escaped un- 

armed, and some of the colored bathers, 
to show their delight ut the result, indulged 
in a series of ridiculous antics and gestures 
on the river shore, in derision of the Con- 
federate gunners. This, however, was 
speedily ended, for the enemy having per- 
ceived the crowd of men bathing, and the 
boat having passed out of range, turned 
their fire on the bathers, of which the first 
we knew was the bursting of a shell direct- 
ly over us. A stampede of “‘our fellows” 
was the result, every man “‘skedaddling™ 
as fast as he could go, hurriedly snatching 
up whatever article of clothing came handi- 
est, and all sgt ge up the steep road 
that lead to the top of the bluff where the 
camp of colored troops was, against which 
the ‘ederates now directed their fire. 

In the meantime a Union gunboat, heavi- 
y armed, had come = the river from City 

‘0! pound shell at the 
two guns on the bluff. The shot was well 
aimed, and striking the bluff just in front 
of the guns raised a great cloud of smoke 
afi dirt. Now what became of those two 

ns “deponent saith not; they might 

ve been hauled away by hand ropes, but 
however that was, like 
magic, for when the smoke dust had 
cleared away, not a trace of them was to be 
seen. And so ended this affair, which, on 
could learn, was blood- 


/ 
dear mother, I hope you will be 
with this. ” * 
Affectionate Son, ALEXANDER. 
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fills me with sorrow and 
one should have such 


I am lower than a dog, or the swine. You} there, 


say they could not be induced to take a 
piece of tobacco in their mouths; now I 
{am not so sure of that, because I have 
seen both horses and dogs that would eat 
tobacco in considerable quantities; while 
we tobacco users only chew the tobacco, 
spit out the juice, then spit out the to- 
bacco, while the brute eats it, and swal- 
lows itall. Now my friend, { hope I am 
not a “dude” nor the “devil” as your 
article seems to imply, but one that is try- 
ing to live a humble, Christian life, and do 
God's bidding. You say you saw a man 
and his three sons go by, all four smoking, 
while the wife and three daughters re- 
mained at home. You say that suppose 
they, too, start out with their pipes and 
follow the men, and ask me if I don’t think 
‘twould be a lovel _ I can’t say as 
it would be a lovely sight, but it would be 
far better than as though they kept up a 
never ending clatter about the use of tobac- 
co, all would be peace and quiet, and a 
a famjly quarrel would be avoided, and all 
would be much happier. And again you 
refer me to Proverbs, 3d—7th, where it 
sayeth, **Be not wise in thine own eyes,” 
ete. No, my friend, I cannot be instructed 
there, for I think that you can get’ full as 
much instruction from that passage as I 
van, but if you ean’t I will refer you to 
Prov., 9th—15, and 1am sure you can be 
instructed there. I would like to refer you 
and Helen 8. to St. Matthew, 15th—Ilth, 
and would like to know what you make 
out of that; do you yet say that tobacco 
defileth the man? I do not think that 
many children go hungry to bed because 
their fathers are tobacco users, but I know 
that many thousands wauld be in a state of 
starvation if tobacco was taken out of the 
world altogether, for many a man gets his 
support from its cultivation and manufac- 


ure. 
Why do people have such a prejudice 
against tobacco? I can’t see. It was 
created by God and placed upon this earth, 
and what for? ‘To curse all mankind? 
God forbid. It was placed here for all 
mankind to enjoy, and lam happy to say 
that many do enjoy it. And if the use of 
tobacco increases as fast for the next 
twenty years as it has for the last twenty, 
we will see every one, both male and fe- 
male, using tobacco. Some say it is a 
foolish habit. That may be, but how 
many other things we do each day of our 
lives that are as foolish, and far more so, 
than smoking a pipe. Those who have 
written in favor of tobacco have my sin- 
cere thanks, as well as those who have 
written against it, and [ trust that much 
more will be written in its favor as well 
as against it. Hoping to hear from many 
soon, | remain that dreadful tobacco user, 
Perry. Lorine J. ALLEN. 





For DipHTHERIA. Editor Maine Farm- 
er: In looking over an old scrap book of 
newspaper items, I found this, (the en- 
closed) remedy for diphtheria, which was 
so simple and so easy to try, that I thought 
if it is so, much suffering from that dreaded 
disease might be relieved, and if the editor 
approves of it I would like to see it Insert- 
ed in the Farmer. It was taken from the 
New York 7imes, but the date was not on 
the paper, years ago no doubt. It was al- 
so tried by a doctor in N. Y., with most 
happy results, all of which I submit. 

Vassalboro’. L. ROBINSON. 

Tar Smoke for Diphtheria. Ina report 
made to the French Academy of medicine 
by Dr. Delthil, he stated that the vapors of 
liquid tar and turpentine would dissolve 
the fibrinous exudations which choke up 
the throat in diphtheria and croup. This 
process was described: Pour equal parts of 
turpentine and liquid tar into atin pan or 
cup and set fire to the mixture. A dense 
resinous smoke arises, which fills the 
room and is by no means unpleasant; the 
patient falls into a slumber, and seems to 
inhale the smoke with pleasure, and in a 
few days entirely recovers.—Paris Figaro. 





The Raleigh (N. C.) News tells this back- 
woods story: An old cat had her habita- 
tion in a thicket amid some tall trees close 
by acabin ona mountain side, where she 
raised a litter of kittens. One day a hawk 
seized one of the kittens and took it to her 
nest inatall poplar. The crying of the 
kitten in its aerial flight was distressing and 
pitiful, and the mother, frantic with grief, 
watched the hawk with a vigilance that 
only an angry cat could command. When 
the hawk went to its nest with a feast for 
her young the ca immediately ran up the 
tree, which was fully forty feet to the first 
limb, and in her desperate rage sprang at 
the hawk, when a fearful fight ensued, 
during which the cat, hawk, kitten and 
young hawks were precipitated to the 
ground, fighting and squalling as they fell. 
lhe sudden contact with the earth caused 
each to break its hold, when the hawk flew 
up, only to be shot down by a guard un 
post near by, the old cat being mistress of 
the situation, with a badly-lacerated and 
broken-legged kitten and the young hawks 
on which to feast her little family. 





Mr. J. H. Sandford of Skowhegan, while 
plowing in his field Oct. 20th, with his son, 
run his plow into a den of snakes, from 
which they took 113, of various lengths, 
from 6 inches to one foot; they were of 
various colors, some gray, some striped, 
green, yellow and black, with yellow rings 
around the neck. No old ones to be seen, 
but Mr. Sandford thinks if he had followed 
up the search, he would have found the 
heads of the family. 





In a recent letterto the Yale —- 
seniors, Prof. William G. Sumner said: 
**An Indian needs 70 square miles of land 
to support him living on buffalo. The 
same amount of land will support 7000 
white men. And because the 7000 white 
men will not let the one Indian have the 
land is the whole trouble of the much-dis- 
cussed Indian question.” 


Prof. Sir Monier Williams of Oxford, de- 
clares that Buddhism has entirely died out 
in India proper, the place of its origin, and 
is rapidly dying out in other Asiatic 
countries. He thinks the devotees of the 
religion do not number over 100,000,000 at 
the present time. 











A young man wants to know how to 
bring out a moustache. Tie a cord around 
it tightly, hitch the cord to a post and then | 
run dDackward. 


— Boultey Department 
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Lime. 

A correspondent asks in relation to lime, 
“why, if it is necessary in such quantities 
for our fowls, don’t we find the need for 
more with our wild birds?” - 

Birds in their natural state“lay but few 
eggs, and out of the grains, grasses, roots, 
seeds and insects, get all the constituents 
necessary. It is when we domesticate 
them, and attempt to raise the average pro- 
duction from twelve or fifteen to one hun- 
dred and sixty or more, that we find neces- 
sary more concentrated food, and in larger 
quantities. 

In the sea shell we find the carbonate of 
lime needed for making shells, and in the 
most convenient form to be fed. We have 
bred our flocks with a view to increase the 
egg production, and hence as pullets come 
to maturity thereis a demand for a large 


quantity of shell making material which e 


must be supplied, else the work cannot go 
on. For this reason bone and oyster shells 
should be kept where the hens will have 
access to them at all times. 


The man who has a flock of early hatched 
pullets is fortunate, for, while poultry has 
failen off in the markets, eggs have steadily 
advanced, and will continue to fur some 


erat be selected now, and fed 
with a view to maintaining their health and 
productiveness, so that the chicks may ap- 
pear by the first of April. 
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| ‘Then he let go my hands and turned away 
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always go back to their 


chines. 
“But when it comes to locking ‘em into 
the — in work hours, to ‘ 


was kept locked from quarter past 

till twelve, and from quarter 

six. An’my! Wasn't the 

course the quieter girls "t say much; 
but the others did. They’d sing, an’ you 
could hear it plain above the hum of one 
hundred fifty machines orso. ‘We'll hang 
Drumley’s gate to a sour apple tree,’ an 
so on. That made Voelker mad. He'd 
stop the machines (you see was all run 
by steam, an’ throwing off a belt ‘ud stop 
‘em all), an’ it ‘ud get still all at once, an’ 
everybody ’d look up just as innocent to see 
what was the matter. An’ then he'd scold, 
an’ the more he said the madder he'd get. 
But they'd sing it —_ 

“Finally some of bolder girls went to 
Drumley Brothers an’ complained about it. 
They said they was’nt cattle to be shut in 
with a high gate, an’ if it wasn’t took down 
they’d goout on astrike. So the firm 
agreed to take the gate down, but kept the 
door locked instead. That did'nt seem 
quite so aggravatin’, but some folks 
‘What if there be a fire? the girls ‘ud be al 
crushed to death in that narrer stairway be- 
fore the door could be opened; an’ I ex- 
pect it wasn’t hardly safe. 

“You seem to like to listen, so I'll tell 
you all about Willie, if you like; I never 
told nobody before, an’ you mustn't ever 
tell it again, will you?” 

“Well if you won't give no names—but 
they'll think somebody was awful silly, 
though. 

“Willie was the clerk that used to give 
out the work, and keep count o’ what we 
took and what we brought back. All the 
girls liked him, he was so bright an’ hand- 
some too; an’ he was most always jokiy’ 
an’ laughin’ with em, an’ the 
strange ones feel at home rightaway. He 
was business, too, when youd fetch back 
your work he'd stand behind his desk with 
his book an’ say, ‘Number, please? (an’ | 
knew he must a knowed mine by heart) an 
he'd put everything down just as careful— 
l used to like to look over the top of his 
book an’ watch him mark it down with his 
sharp pencil—he wrote so true an’ pretty, 
—! made such beautiful figures, prettier’n 
print. 

“He was a good. boy, too—he went to 
church reg’lar, him an’ his sister. Some- 
times he took some one else. No, you 
needn't look at me that a'way—'twasn't 
me. 

“It was Frank Benton; she was a girl 
that worked there, too, pressing stays and 
straps. 

“Did you ever see crab-apple blossoms, 
that is, kind o’ blushing an’ bright. an’ not 
big enough to seem coarse? I do think 
they're the prettiest blossoms thatis. Well, 
Frank Benton always minded me o’ them. 
She was a little slip of a thing, kind o’ flut- 
tery, now here, now there, never still, with 
her brown curis a bobbin’ an’ that pretty 
flush comin’ and goin’ on her face. But 
then, she wasn’t very sensible—that is, she 
was that easy scared like a rabbit, an’ then 
she was perfeetly wild. But Willie liked her 
I didn’t know how much—I jest said to my- 
self, ‘He’s jest amused with her, she’s such 
a pretty little thing. Why, she’s only a 
baby!’ 

“There was a big building going up in 
the same block. There was one between it 
an’ Drumley’s, or I expect I wouldn't be! 
here to tell you about it. Somebody said, 
when they was diggin’ forthe foundation, 
it looks awful close to that other building, 
look out you don’t undermine it. But no- 
body paid any attention; they jest went on 
diggin’. 

Barnum come to town that summer, an’ 
all the girls was crazy to gosee Jumbo. 
So, for a wonder, Drumley Brothers un- 
locked the door at ten that morning so’s 
we could go see the procession. Most of 
the girls went, only afew of us staid to 
sew, an’ saw it from the windows. 

Frank Benton stayed. "I'wasn’t like her, 
but I'd noticed she was kind o’ down all 
the mornin’ an’ didn’t go round in that hip- 
pitty-hoppity way of hers. Her eyes was 
swelled an’ red too, and I noticed they 
didnt’ speak an’ didn’t hardly look at each 
other, only when the other's back was 
turned. I knew it was mean, but! couldn’t 
help feelin® kind o’ glad. 

***Pwas jest ten minutes to eleven, for I 
mind looking at the clock. The percession 
had jest gone by, an’ the music was dying 
away up the street, an’ we'd all left the 
windows, when all at once come the awful- 


est crackin’ an’ thunderin’ an’ grindin’ I} , 5, 


ever heard in my life! The buildin’ we 
was in shook, an’ we could see the walls 
on the east end acrackin’. 

“‘Most all the girls run an’ screamed 


AND STAMP TO LYNE, MASS. Mention this Paper. 
ITS MERITS KEEP UP THE SALE. 














TO THE EYE, AND PLANTs ON THE PALE CHEEK OF WOMAN THT 
FRESH ROSES OF LIFE’s SPRING AND EARLY SUMMER TIME. 
WEARY WOMEN PRAISE IT. 

Its purposes ts solely for the legitimate healing of dis 
ease and the relicf of pain, and it does aL it claims to do, 
Zt will cure entirely all ovarian or vaginal troubles, 


and consequent Spinal Weakness, and is partioularly 
adapted to the Change of Life. 
AN ANCEL OF MERCY. 

‘Tux Woman's Sure Friend FOR ALL DELICATE AND COM- 
PLICATED TROUBLES. LADIES IT WILL NOT PERFORM SURGICAL 
OPERATIONS OR CURE CANCER, BUT IT WILL UXDER ALA CIR- 
CUMSTANCES, ACT IX HARMONY WITH THE LAWS OF NATURE. 
{O'THAT FEELING OF BEARING DOWK, CAUSING PAIX, WEIGHT 
AND BACKACHE, IS ALWAYS PERMANENTLY CURED BY ITs USE. 

Sz All Sold by Druggists.-G 

MRS. PINKHAM’S LIVER PILLS cvunz Comstiration, 

BYLIoUsNESS aND TORPIDITY OF THE LIVER, 25 CENTS. 








Sore Eyes 


The eyes are always in sympathy witk 
the body, and afford an excellent index 
of its condition. When the eyes become 
weak, and the lids inflamed and sore, it 
is an evidence that the system has 
become disordered by Scrofula, for 
which Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is the best 
known remedy. 

wi ced nful in- 
a — = . me much 


suffe: 
advice 
Ayer’: 


Cured 
My eyes are now in a splendid condi- 
tion, and I am as well and strong as ever. 
— Mrs. William Gage, Concord, N. H. 
For a number of years I was troubled 
with a humor in my eyes, and was unable 
to obtain any relief until I commenced 
using Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. This medi- 
pany E effected a complete cure, and I 
believe it to be the best of blood puri- 
fiers. —C. E. Upton, Nashua, N. H. 
From childhood, and until with a few 
months, I have been afflicted with Weak 
and Sore Eyes. I have used for these 
complaints, with beneficial results, 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, and consider it a 
Mrs. C. Philli 


ee blood purifier. — . C ps, 
lover, Vt. 


I suffered for a year with inflamma- 
tion in my lefteye. Three ulcers formed 
on the ball, depriving me of'sight, and 
causing great pain. After trying a d 
other remedies, to no purpose, I was final- 
ly induced to use Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. 

By Taking 
three bottles of this medicine I have been 
entirely cured. My sight has been re- 
stored, and there is no sign of inflamma- 
tion, sore, or ulcer in my eye. — Kendal 
T. Bowen, Sugar Tree Ridge, Ohio. 

My daughter, ten years old, was afflict- 
ed with Scrofulous Sore Eyes. Durin 
the last two years she never saw light of 
any kind. hysicians of the highest 
standing exerted their skill, but with no 

rmanent success. On the recommen- 
Eation of a friend I purchased a bottle of 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which my daughter 
commenced taking. Before she had used 
the third bottle her sight was restored. 
Her cure is complete. — W. E. Suther- 
land, Evangelist, Shelby City, Ky. ft 


Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 
Bold by all Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $5. 





(THOUSANDS OF CASES OF 


Headache are permanently cured every year (as 
the hundred i jails in my lon will 
testify py. the use of Dr. Leslie’s Special Prescrip- 
th his poem stands to-day without a rival, 

y a competitor in the world. 





and with 
Thousends of Physicians throughout the country 
have acknowledged their inability to cure it, and 
are now prescribing Dr. Leslie’s Special Prescrip- 
tion for all cases of Sick 


HEADACHE 


in either its nervous, bilious or congestive form, 
arising from obstruction, congestion or torpidity of 
the liver. When I say that Dr. Leslie’s Speciai Pre- 
scription will cure the most obstinate cases of Sick 

eadache, I mean just what I say, and that is, that 
it not merely relieves but 


POSITIVELY 


cures, no matter how long the case may have been 
standing. 
I have testimonials from persons who have been 


scarce 


icted for twenty years, being confined to bed two 
or three days at a time every two weeks, that have 
naam pecans cured by two bottles of Dr. Les- 
lie’s Special Prescription so that they have not had 
an attack for over five years. 

If you are troubled with Sick Headache and wish 


‘Fire!’ an’ made for the stairway. But it | to be 


come over me, all at once, how it was, 
seein’ the floor was solid. It was the oth- 
er buildin’, not Drumley’s, afallin’; but of 
course, bein’ so near an’ higher, the timbers 
an’ brick fell onto an’ ‘gainst it an’ jarred 
aheap. An’ jest as I'd thought that I see 
Frank Benton a-runnin’ an’ screamin’, ‘The 
door’s locked?’ (but it wasn’t), and makin’ 
for a window. I knowed in a minute what 
she'd do, poor girl! I was there most as 
quick as her, cryin’, as I run, ‘Frank! 
Frank! Don't jump! It’s all right. 
Help! Help! I says. 

“For that silly girl, crazy as she was 
with the fright, was goin’ to jump out o’ 
that three-story window, I reached her jest 
in time to ketch her dress as she went over 
the ledge. An’ I held on; she may thank 
her lucky stars her dress was stout enough ; 
but she was a little light thing. 

But, oh, didn’t she get heavy before any- 
body come! I kep’ talkin’ to her, but she 
would struggle an’ made it so hard to hold 
her. Seemed like my nails was comin’ off, 
and the blood ‘ud start from my mouth an’ 
finger ends. I couldn’t draw her in, it was 
jist all I could do to prevent her from fal- 
lin’ down on’t that hard pavement. 

“At last—if was only afew minutes, of 
course—one of the cutters got there, an’ 
reachin’ over me, pulled her up, an’ jest as 
I turned I see Witie comin’ on the run, 
with alook like death on his face, an’ 
thinks I, ‘I'll know for sure whether he 
does love her, or not.’ 

“‘Willie!” says I (the others was busy at- 
tendin’ to Frank. for she'd fainted), “I 
saved her—for you.” 

“Annie,” says he, takin’ hold o’ both 
my hands, and his face was white an’ his 
voice kind o’ husky like, ‘‘you know—but 
no! you can’t know—how much I thank 
you.” “God bless you, Annie,” he says. 
quick. I expect he had to, ‘er he’d a-cried. 
do then I knew.” 

Annie sighed a little,and bent lower 
over her sewing. 

“Did he marry her?” I asked. 

“O, yes. They was married about a 
year after that. Willie’s partner in a drug 
firm now.” 

After a little silence, I said : 

“You must be near thirty, Annie. Shall 


no 
replied cheerfully, 
“when I find body I body as 
nice as Willie.”—Chicago Inter-Ocean. 








“A Pleasant Girl.” 


An Eastern paper says that a traveler in 
Norway, last summer, came to a village 
early one morning, and was struck by the 
Un ble £ met a ft the : : 

Jnable to s a ° janguage 
he could not ask the cause of this, and con- 
cluded that some sickness 
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CURED 
be sure and give this remedy atrial. PRicE $100. 
8. B. ARCHER, Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 
FOR SALE BY 


c. M. ALLEN, 


Druggists and Pharmacists, 1ly38 





OVER 


$2,000,00 


WORTH OF 


FURNITURE, 
CARPETS, 


BEDDINC, 
WINDOW SHADES and DRAPERY, 


Stoves & Ranges, 


and general house furnishings, have been 
distributed by 


B. A. ATKINSON & CO., 


throughout New England in the past four 
years on our Special Contract System. 

Thousands of homes have been furnished 
and thousands of families have been made 
happy. Don't lose your patience over that 
old stove when you can buy a first-class 
range from us at from $15 up to $55, with 
all the ware, pipe, zinc and leg rests. 
Freight prepaid to your depot, and pay us 
$5 to $10 down, and the balance $5 per 
month. We guarantee every range a baker 
and warrant the tops, the ends, and every 
part of the castings against cracking for 12 
mos. Write for cuts and description and 
price. 


Parlor Stoves, 


The finest line in this country, from $4 
up to $40, and the price cannot be met on 
the same quality of goods. Write for cuts 
and prices. All orders through the mail 
will receive prompt and careful attention. 
Any Parlor Stove in our stock can be had 
at our low prices by paying $5 down and 
the balance $5 per month. 


CHAMBER SUITS. 


Our special sale on Chamber Suits will con- 
tinue through this month and no longer at 
the prices now being quoted. So please 
call early or write for cuts and description. 
Any set in our store sold for cash or 1-4 
down and balance $5 to $10 per month un- 
til paid for. 


PARLOR SUITS. 


HAIR CLOTH, 
MOHAIR PLUSH, 
SILK PLUSH, 
CRUSHED PLUSH, 
BROCATELLE, &c. 
Don't fail to come and see this beautiful 
line of goods before leaving your order. 
It will pay you. Any suit sold for cash or 
on our Special Contract System, and save 
your money besides. 
Hair Cloth Suits, 
Plush * 


CARPET 
DEPARTMENT. 


67,000 yds. of the best goods in this coun- 


$35 and upwards. 


os 


| try to select from, and if the whole people 


could realize what they could save by buy- 
ing from us all their carpets for the Hall, 


Corner Water and Bridge Streets, Aveusta, Mr. | Stair, Parlor, Sitting Room, (Chambers, Li- 





Thoroughly cleanse the blood, which is the 
fountain of health. by using Dr. Pierce’s Gold- 
en Medical Discovery, an ion, a 
fair skin, buoyant spirits, vital strength, a 
soundness of constitution will be established. 

Golden Medical covery cures all humors, 

imple, blotch, or eruption, 
‘ula, or blood-poison. Es- 

ally has it ven its efficacy in curing 

It-rheum or ter, Fever-sores, Hip-joint 
Disease. Scrofulous Sores and Swellings, En- 
larged Glands, and Fating Ulcers. 

Golden Medical Discovery cures Consump- 
tion (which is Scrofula of the Lungs), by its 
wonderful blood-purifying, invigorating, and 
nutritive ies. For Weak Lungs, Spit- 
ting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, Bronchitis, 
Severe Coughs, Asthma, and kindred affeo- 

remedy. It promptly 


from the common 
to the worst 


PIERCE’S PFLLETS — Anti- 
Bilious and Cathartic. 
Sse. a viel. by druggists. 
Witeow 





A remedy at last that dves not claim to cure every 
disease, but simply Constipation and the disor 
ders that are dependent upon It. This is pot an ir- 
fn ny by me | but a true tonic, which never dis- 
turbs i. 


all other cathartics. 
children and invalids. 


ache; 
lexion. 








THIS PLASTER 
Acts directly upon the mus- 
cles and + erves of the back, 
the seat of all pain. 
ALL 

Lung Troub w 

cal ordeeply seated, this 
plaster wil! be found to give 


instant — by applying 
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| Lowell, Bigelow, Roxbury and other stan-| 


j 
| 
| 


| 


| 





——| brary, or any other room they want a car- 


pet for, we should never be able to fill their 
orders. Why, just think of pure all wool 
carpets at 5ic. per yard, or Prime Tapestry 
Brussels at 75, 80, and 85c.. and Body 
Brussels at $1.00, $1.10 and $1.25. Velvet 
Carpets at $1 to $1.50. Now, perhaps you 
might question the quality but our answer 
to this would be: our goods come from the 


dard looms of the countr;, and we warrant 
them. 

Write for samples, and believe us we can 
save your fare to Portland any time, and 
give you the benefit of the largest stock in 
the country to select from> 

Hall Stands, Extension Tables, Mirrors, 
Easy Chairs, Hair Matresses, Blankets, 
Comfiters, Pillows, Feathers in every 
grade. 

eather Beds. all prices, from $10 up for 
cash or on our Special Contract System. 


B. A. Atkinson 


CORNER 


PEARL and MIDDLE Sts. 
PORTLAND. 


ELEVATOR TO EVERY FLOOR. 


Open Every Evcning Till Nine. 


Electric Lights on Three Floors. 


ISAAC C. ATKINSON, © Manager. 


GUARANTEED TO CHOP. 


Meat, Hameune Stean 
For Dyspeprics Beer gap 
TEA FoR Invauips. &c. 





NONESUCH POULTRY YARDS 
WHITE PLYMOUTH ROCKS, 
PLYMOUTH ROCKS, 
WYANDOTTES. 
A splendid lot of very large early chicks to 
ect from. 

Order early and secure breeding birds for anoth 
er year. 

Can furnish chicks not related to those purchase. 
n former years. 

PRICES REASONABLE. 
G. M. TWITCHELL,. 
READFIELD, MAINE 
ly7 


ORRINGCTON POULTRY YARDS. 


LICHT BRAHMA 


—AND— 
PLYMOUTH ROCK 
CHICKS FOR SALE. 


That will please ANY breeder. 
Light Brahmas, from stock that 
won Ist prize at New England 
Fair 1385, and Plymou'n Rocks 
that cannot be beat. Prices to 
suitthe times. A.G. KENT, Or- 

ington, P.O. address Brewer 
Village. Ve. 13840 





FGer the Best'| 








: everywhere, 250. 5 for $1. Mailed for prices. 
HOP PLAST=IDCO., Prop’rs, Boston, Mass. 


AwWonderful *% 
STRENGTHENER 





HEEBNER’S 
RAILWAY HORSE POWER 


——WITH PATENT— 


Level Tread and Speed Regulator 


HEEBNER’S LITTLE GIANT 


Threshing Machine 


Will thresh and clean more grain or grass seed than 

any other machine of the same size ever made. | 

has an iron cylinder and concave, with stee) tect), 

patent duster, which sucks in the dust away from 

= feeder. Self-adjusting wind regulator for the 
n 


Drag and Circular Saw Machines. The lnion 
Feed and Ensilage Cutter. Made only by HEEB- 
NER SONS, Lansdale, Pa. Branch Ufiice, 
323 Cumberiand St., Portiand, Me., where a full 
stock of repairs are always kept. 2atf 














ENTERPRISE [VJEAT CHOPPERS, 


, BEST IN THE WORLD. 


NOT GRIND THE MEAT 


No. 1 pound 
r 
: wR rice, shoo. 
Chops od per 
Price. eb50. 
ps 2 pounds 
eo ~rtee, 8200. 
vunds 
5 Bie Lie er 
———— 
American Agricalturist says: 
We bave given this Moat 
r a thorough trial with 
most satisfactory reeults. They 
excel anything cf the kind made 
PF in either hemisphere.” 
————ae 
SOLD BY THE 


63.00. Hardware Trade 


ENTERPRISE M’F’C CO.. PHILADELPHIA, Pa, 


A NEW SERIES 
Of Remarkable Cures by Battis’ Modified Ext 
of Denicotized Tobacco. Copied from our bee 
Record. ~y 
Mrs. MARY GRATTAN, No. 17 Gedney Cox 
lem, Mass. Had Neuraigia in one side yy 
neck, affecting the nose and eye. Suffered inten ~ 
ly for two days and nights; on the third night che 
applied cotton batting wet with warm Extraet > 
her face. Inten minutes she fell from the utmn. 
tension of the nervous system, wrought by oH 
long suffering, into a gentle sleep, and on awakine 
in the morning was rejoiced to find all signs of iis 
comfort had disappeared. = 
REUBEN KINGSLEY, 1! years of age, son < 
ben &. Kingsley, at No.20 Osborn street, Sale 
Mass. Had injured his jeft leg by a full; —~a heat 
bruise, 2 inches below the cap of the knee, jn rent. 
The ordinary dressing was applied. In one w ok 
his discomfort had increased greatly. The A... 
turved purple and then black; avery bad oa 
came from it, and dead matter came off with red 
dressing. The part was found to have m rit ry 
At this time they applied the Extract, whi h nm 
soon disinfect d the whole thing. The disagree be 
smell ceased, the wound teok on a healthy a ao 
ance, and so far healed that the third appli ation 
caused ne smart. The stiffened joints and chores 
became supple and the danger ” 
Mas. Hexay Davey, No xin St., Sale 
Mass. Under treatment for inflammation’ of = 
bowels—was thought to be very sick Her hushand 
applied a warm dressing of the Extract to th 
parts, and in fifteen minutes all her pain and ouffer. 
ing ceased. Though very weak this Saturday eve. 
ning, she was able tobe up moving around the 
next Wednesday. ° 
Augusta, Me, Oct. 18th, 1884. Mr. Battis. Dear 
Sir: I have been troubled with catarrh of the throat 
for several years, and have tried severa) k nds of 
! Ey 


of Reu 


medicines but of no avail, until vour Modi; 
tract of Tobacco was recommended, which has ben 
nefitted me greatly. Ican recummend {: to any 
one. Joun K. PIERCE 7 
Augusta, Oct. 17th. Mr. Battis. Dear Sir For 
many years I have been afflicted with rh uy atiom 
and cram: last spring I commenced applying your 
Mo«!ified Extract of Denicutized Tobacco, and have 
been benetitted by the useotit. Yours respec tfully 
VIRGIL BALLARD. e 
All Asthmatics who have tried the Extract 
is a wondertul thing; all Rheuma ics wh 
used it (properly) have been cured; all Dyapey 
who have tried itsay ithas cured them. It ll 
cure Diphtheria or Tonsilitis, or any othe: Throat 
Distemper in an hour. Seven different persons of 
Salem have reported at our office that the } xtract 
cured them of Eczema. JAMES H. BATT Is, Sole 
Proprietor, No. 50 Front St., SaLemM, Mass 


Boston and Savannah 
Steamship Co. 


Direct Line from Boston to Savannah 


Connecting at Savannah with all rail ines 
inthe South an! Southwest, and 
steamer lines to all points in F a. 

The elegant new iron s'eamers of 2200 tons each, 
GATE CITY ard CITY OF MACON, will sail 
regularly every Thursday, from Boston and Savap 
ush. For freight or passage apply to W. WH. RING 
Nickerson’s Wharf, Congress Street, Boston, 
Mass., or A. DeW. SAMPSON, 201 Washing. 
ton Street, Boston. 13146 


qOGU, 


GUARANTEE. 


to points 
with rail and 


After taking three-fourths of a bottle i¢ 
relief is not obtained, return the bottle 
with your name attached, and the money 
will be refunded. 


Coucs 
MIXTURE 


Bowditch, Webster & Co., Proprietors, 


AUGUSTA, MAINE. 
a@ Sold by all Dealers. 


26150 


i} | and FISTULA treated 


Cure guaranteed, Wu, 
READ (M.D. Harvard 1842) and KRowert M. Reap, 
(M. D. Harvard i876), Evans House, No, 175 Tre 
mont St., Boston, Keferences given. Consule 
tion free. Send for pamphiet. Office hours, ll A 
M.to4 P.M. (Sundays and holidave exce;ted.)lylt 


YOTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN, that the subecre 
A bers has been duly appointed Executor of the 
last will and testament of SYLVANUS C. KunINsoM 
late of Sidney, in the County of Kennebec, de 
ceased, testate, and has undertaken that trust by 
iving bond as the law directs: A 
therefore, having demands against the estate 
said deceased, are desired tw exhibit the same 
for settlement; and all indebted & 














HS 
A FIRST-CLASS PIAN 


IN EVERY RESPECT; Ge Sure You Seeand 
Hear it Before You Purchase. 


Sley. Qizans 


PRICES REASONABLE. 
Warranted for Five Years. 


EASY TERMS, CASH OR INSTALMENTS. 
ESTEY ORGAN CO., “?SEEMA Pero" 
” 


BEATTLEBORO, VT 
I7t2hec w 


MASON & HAMLIN 


| 
ORGANS. 
| Fiighest Honors at all Great World's Exhibitions for 
| }inetorn years. 100 styles, $22 to or For Cash, Easy 
| Payments, or ted. Catalogue, % p 
PIANOS. 

The Improved Method of Stringing, introduced and 
perfected by Masow & Hawi, is conceded by_com- 
fetens judges to constitute a vi Plano- 

ste constraction. » tne 

do no’ uire one-quarter as much tuning as Pianos 
generally. Descriptive 

s 


Catalogue by mai! 
0 ANG y.UU 


: N 
| 54 Tremont Bt., Boston, 149 Wabash Ave., Chicaga, 
| 46 B, 146) Bt, (Union Fq,), M, Y. 
| 13t4s 











© free. 














PIANOFORTES. 
UNEQUALLED IN 

Touch Workmanship and Durability. 

WILLIAM ENABE & ©O. 
Nos. 204 and 206 West Baltimore Street, Baltimors 

No. 112 Fifth Avenue, a 

PURE BRED | 
HEREFORD CATTLE. — 
Young Stock for sale by | 
PARKER & OTIS, | 
BAY VIEW FARM, ist 


_ _ Belfast, Maine. 


| Tone 


| 





THOROUCHBRED 7” 


| Holstein Cattle, Shropshire Sheep, 
|Chester White Pigs, bred and for| 
| sale by 

'w. H. HARRIS, 


ly2 
the cust of advertising. The ad 
to spend one dollar, finds tn it the information he re- 
uires, while for him who will invest one hundred 


P. O. BOX 298. 
Belfast, Maine. 
A book of 100 . The 
best book for an advertiser 
to consult, be he experti- 
enced or . it 








& Co. 
10 Spruce St. ( House 8q.), New York. 


| should not be allowed 


| late of Augusta, in suid County, 


- | threp, in said County, deceased, having peu 
can | for 


are requeste| to make immedlinte payment 
October 25, 1886. LAORIN ¢ 


7 UTICE 18 HEREBY GIVEN, that the 
er has been duly appointed Ad 
jon the estate of OLIVE 8. Wuirtien | 
| Readfield, in the County of Keune! 
testate, and has undertaken that trus 
| as the .aw directs: All persons, there 
sands against the estate of said decease, § 
| aired to exhibit the same for sett 
|} indebted to said estate are request tw make 
mediate payment to GEORGE 8. BALLARD. 
October 25, 186. bie 


y ENNEREC COUNTY....Jn 
held at Augusta, on the { 
October, 1886. 
| _ K.K, STUART, Guardian of Jane Mi 
Beigrade, in saki County, unseund 1 
presented his third account of Guard ship 
Ward tor allowance 
ORDERED, That notice thereof be give three 
weeks successively prior t the fourth Monday of 
November next, in the Maine Farmer, a newspape? 
printed in Augusta, that all pers: 
attend ata Prubate Court then to be held a 
ta, and show cause, if any, why th« es 
be allowed. Hi. 8. WEBSTER, 
Attest: HOWARD OWEN, Register 


’ ENNEBEC COUNTY) in Court « 
Ik held at Augusta, on the fourth M 
tober, 1886. 
ANN M. BARROWS, Executrix of | 
and testament of ELisna Baknows 
ta, in said County, deceased, having | 
| first account as Executrix of sail w 
ance 
URDERED, That notice thereof bx 
weeks successiveiy prior to the fourt 
November next, in the Maine Farmer, a u 
| printed in Augusta, that all persons butere 
attend at a Court of Probate, Ux 
Augusta, and show cause, if any, W 4 
H. 8. WEBSTER, Judy 
Registe . 


ate Court, 
h Monday o 
NAULT of 
havin 
i wale 


Judee. 
5° 


l'robate 
y of Oct 


will 


should not be allowed 
Attest: Howakp OWED, 
Fy ENNEBEC COUNTY dn 


| Ir 
| K at Augusta, on the fourth Monde 


| ber, 7886. 


ELIZA D. JONES, Administratrix on | 
of Grorce W.Junes late o x 
County, deceased, have present 


| of administration of said estate 


ORDERED, That notice therevt! 
weeks successively, 
November next, in the Maine Farmer, 4 
printed in Augusta, that a!) persuns 
attend at a Courtoft Probate then | 
Augusta, and show cause, if any, w! 
H. 8. WEBSTER, « 
Attest: Howaky» OWEN, Register 


* ENNEBEC COUNTY din Pr 
K held at Augusta, on the fourth Monday @ 
ober, 1886. 

A CEXTAIN INSTRUMENT, purporting ! i) 
the iast willand te«tament of Wit.iam Fosrks 
deceased, having 


ven three 
lay of 
wspaper 


ale 


been preseuted fur probate 

ORDERED, That notice thereof be £ 
weeks successively prior to the fourth M 
November next, in the Maine Farmer, 4 0 re 
printed in Augusta, that all persons interestee ~ 
attend at a Court of Probate then wo be hk ae 
Augusta, a: d show cause, if any, why the 5 wf 
strument should not be proved, approved ™ 
allowed as the last will ond testament of the 
decease: H. 8. WEBSTER, Judge, 
1OWARD OWEN, Register 5t 
Cc 7 In Probate Court @ 
Monday of October, 


purporting to 
the last will and testament of Maky ANN Pess® 
late of Vassaiburo, in said County, deceased, having 
been presented for probate 

ORDERED, That. nouuce thereof be given ue 
weeks successively prior to the fourth Monday 
November next, in the Maine Farmer, 4 be rep 
printed in Augusta, that all persons interested @ | 
attend ata Court of Probate then to be holden i 
A sta, and show cause, if auy, why the sa : 
instrument should not be proved, approved and ® 


de. 
lowed as the last will and testament of the sa! i 
Ceasec H. 8. WEBSTER, —_ 


1. 

Attest: I 
J’ ENNEBEC OUOUNTY... 
Augusta, on the fourth 


886. 
A CERTAIN INSTRUMENT, 


‘Auest : Howarp OwEn, Register. = 
> —— eet 2 
¥ ENNEBEC COUNTY....Jn Probate Cour 
Augusta, on the fourth Monday of October 
18386. 
HENRY WOODWARD, 
Estate of Sanau B.C. WoopWAry lat 


or on the 
Aéuisione’s of ie 
tioned 
nse to eell che fulluwing real estate of wal 
sed, for the payment of debts, &c., vis 





Electric Belt Free 
ee ey 
fa aes Pte 


paid every we does 











Mention this paper] ‘ 
. & T, SMITH, GENEVA, N. Y 
RRReOW 




















ae | PTE 


Undivided fourth part of three parcels rea’ 
tate in Winthrop. Also a in Meadow lot 
shore of Annebescook Lake. 

ORDERED, That notice thereof be given tures 
weeks successively prior to the fourth Monday 
N l next, in the Maine Farmer, a new spaper 
printed in Augusta, that all persons interested may 
atiend at a Probate Court then to be held at Au ud 
and show cause, if any, why the prayer © 

lec 
<tc aa WEBSTER, Judge, 
Attest: Howakp OwEn, Register, 
A ODI Send six cents for postagy 
and receive, free, PA 
A goods which will help al, of ee ay 
r anythin 
world. For — | Ge worker abeoiuely eure 
Terms mailed free. lySI* True 4 ( “»., Auguste 
—_ v 
LADIES Tv WORK FOF 
W NT ED i icmes $7 to F107 po 
be made. No photo painting ; he cana 
full lars, please ress, ut one S en 
CO,, 19 Central St., boston, Mass. 
13146 aE 
ni) 2 aa : 
new and popular songs #¢? 
ONGS roy who send 4 cents to pay Pare 
wo yoow choice music 6 cts. Oe 
free. P.O. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. J 





PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY, BY 
BADCER & MANLEY. 
Orrice: WILLIAMS BiLocs, WarTEe STREET, 
Within two doors of the Bridge. 
TERMS: $2 Per Annum, in Advanee 


z. 
FREE OF POSTAG@ ” = 











